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wood-engravings. Most wood-engravings have an unctuous-
ness about their blacks that make me think I am eating
fat pork. But Esherick's are clean and misted and mysterious
and ascetic. . . .
And when I say "accessible9* I mean, not in museums, but
scattered about a countryside, in friends* houses where you
can drop in at any moment and be allowed to sit about. . . .
As we are doing here! I once lived in a house that was all
museum-pieces—and owned them. But I did not own them
long; they were insupportable.
I don't see how a gentleman can live in any other way. I
know, of course, gentlemen who do. But it seems to me that
the meaning of the idiomatic adjective "gentle*5 implies a
person living in harmony with his cosmos. How can you
live in harmony with your cosmos if you can let people
come into your house without its being implicit that they
can take anything they want except your collar-studs, your
books, and your tools ? . . . And even them if they want
them very much.
§
At any ^ate, it seems to me that humanity would take an
immense step forward if that could be the interpretation
given to the adjective "gentle" in every dictionary.
§
If I put my head out of the window here and craned out a
little I should be able to see the roofs sheltering the Barnes
Collection of modern pictures. It is said to be the best collec-
tion of modern pictures but one in the world. I don't know.
I was once calling on Ezra Pound's parents in Wilmscote,
a suburb of Philadelphia. I think that was the name* So I
thought it would be nice to see the Barnes Collection. I
got an intimate friend of Mr. Barnes to get his secretary to
cable to him for permission. Dr. Barnes cabled back—from
Geneva: "Would rather burn my collection than let Ford
Madox Ford see it.1*
s
That gentleman's collection must stand almost on the site
of the farm on which I worked years ago. I have told the

